
ose ationalist
Called the Subtlest Writer of the Age, He Excels in His

Love of Beauty, His Insight Into the Mind,
His Sense of Character

One of the best photographs of the famous writer

R. CONRAD, observes
Edward Moore in "The
Mew Statesman," is in-
coi iparably the most sub¬

tle writer of bis age. "Even his
¡jilenee is significant, and it is as

certain that his routes and his
philosophy are pre found as that he
has told us nothing about them. He
has not, indeed, a 'philosophy' at
all, like Mr. Wella or Mr, Shaw.
Is it because he is too skeptical or

because he is too sure? That one
has to ask such a question shows
how much lies behind his work."
And the w-riter goes on to say:
"There are three Qualities which

»tand out ir> Mr. Conrad's novels.the
love of beauty, the insight into the
mlr.ü, the s*en?e oi character. With
beauty, the mind and the moral con¬

flict, he is concerned almost exclusive¬
ly. The passions he has portrayed, il
is true, hut he ha? portrayed them pre-
enttnently in their effect upon the
mind and u «on character.

"In short, he has studied them under
£,lass, and as a psychologist and a

moralist. The soul he has not tried
to know at all. The conflict, in his
novels is not the spiritual, but the;
moral, conflict. Ai d this is what sep-
arate:* him from Dostoievsky, whom,
as a psychologist, he resembles so

much,

"Dostoievsky showed man in his re¬
lation to God; Mr Conrad shows him
in Ma relation to men and to nature.
The former Is a mystic, the latter a

rationalist. The one knew human na¬
ture, human and divine; the other is
interested in human natures ««imply as

human nature.

Cod?
"Neither Mr. Conrad nor his char¬

acters mention» the name of God, and
.we feel it is because they would con¬
sider it insincere, even theatrical, to
tío so. There is something admirable
in this reticence. N'ot to say a word
more than one means- to say a word
or wo less, if possible.that is the
ture way of making one's words mem-1
«arable. And Mr Conrad's word« are
memorable, more memorable even than
thoft« of Dostoievsky.
"Mr. Conrad, then, ig preeminentlyartiit. psychologist and moralist; in

other words, he is interested «sssen- i
tlaliy in beauty, the mind, and char-
acter. And he ig interested perhapsin beauty primarily. Me writes bytn«t nctive eholc« of beautiful things;of the sea, of ships, of tropical skies,
s.nd of men who-e lives have still the
atmosphere of romance around them.
of »eamen, of barbarians, of South,ArnercüM banditi whoa« mInda have'
tomething of th« caire morality of the'
2t*naissanee,
"And be '<-.ir «irrites, as Stevenson

constantly did, with th« design of be¬
ing 'romantic His beauty Is'notstuck
on. Or. the contrary, when he de¬
ten,«» a *c«n« ¡. strike« u« first byits astonishing truth and then by its
««»ton.'shtng beauty "

'eVIr, Conrad writes in pictures,
:or the picture» corne, and what he
shows us is not action, but a pro-
trression of dissolving scene*!, con-
tinuoui and living, which in the

M end reflect action and give us a true
apprehension of it." The reader
may turn, just at this point, to one
of the arresting scenes in the latest
Conrad work, "The Arrow of Gold"
(Doubleday Page & Co), and ob¬
serve the technique with which the
book's hero is brought for the first
time into the picture:
"The door at which Mi'ls rang came

open almost at once. The maid who
opened it w*as short, dark and slightly
pock-marked. For the rest, an obvloui
femme-de-chambre, and very buey. She
said quickly, "Madame has just re¬
turned from her ride,' and went np
the stairs, leaving us to shut the fronl
door ourselves.
"The staircase had a crimson cnrpct

Mr. Blunt appeared from somewhen
in the hall. He. weis in riding breeches
and a black coat with ample, squar«
skirts. This get-up suited him, bu'
it alfo changed him extremely by doin«.
away with the effect of flexible slim'
nesS he produced in hie evening clothes
île looked to me not at ali himself
but rather like a brother of the mai
who had been talking to us the nigh
before. He carried about him a deli
cate perfume of scented soap.

t . . . . . .

"The upward cast in the eyes of Mill
who was facing the staircase, made u

both, Blunt and I, turn round. Th
woman of whom l had heard so much
iu a sort of way in which I had neve
heard a woman spoken of before, wa

coming down the stair», and my fir?
sensation was that of profound ft<
tor.ishment at this evidence that sh
did really exist. Anil even the visui
impression was more of color in
picture than of the forms of actu;
life. She was wearing a wrapper,
sort of dressing gown of pale-blue it!
embroidered with black and gold d
. igns round the neck and down tl
front, lapped round her and held t
gether by a broad belt of the aan
material. Her slippers were of tl
same color, with black bows at tl
instep. The white stairs, the do«
crimson of the carpet and the ligt
blue of the dress made an «ffeetb
fi.mbination of color to set off the d«
icato carnation of that face whic
after the first glance given to tl
whole person, drew irresistibly ont

gaze to Itself by an Indefinable qui
it y of charm beyond ali analysis ai
made you think of remote races,
r-lrnnge generations, of the faces
women sculptured on immemorial mo
uments and of those lying unsungthtir tombs. While sho moved dow
ward from step to step with slightlowered eyes, there flashed upon i
suddenly the recollection oí worheard at night, of Allègre*«* wor
about her, of there being in her 'torn
thing of the women of «11 time.'

Perfection
"At the last step she raised her oj¡ida, treated u« to an exhibitionit M h as dazzling ns Mr. Blunt'« »

looking even stronger; and indeed,
ihe approached us sho brought ho
tr. our heart« (but aft«r all I
»peaking only for myself) a vivid «en
of her physical perfection in beat
of limb and balance of nerves, and i
mo much of grace, probably, at of <
solute harmony.

"She said to us, 'I am aorry I k
you waiting.' Her voice wa« 1
pitched, penetrating and of the m
seductivo gentleness. Sh« offerod
hand to Mil!« very frankly as to

The novelist at home^ about to enjoy a cup of tea iviin aib
wife and young son
.__

old friend. Within the extraordinaril;«,
wide sleeve, lined with black 1.,
could set? the arm, very White, with a
pearly gleam in the shadow. Bui I»
me she extended her hand with a slight
stiffening, as it were a recoil of her
person, combined with an extremely
straight glance. It was a finely shaped,
capable band. T b'owed over it and
we just touched fingers. 1 «lid nol
look then at her face.
"Next moment she caught Right of

some envelopes lying on the round
marble-topped table in the middle of
the hall. She seized one of them with
a wonderfully quick, almost feline,
movement and tore it open, saying to
us, 'Excuse me. I must Do
go Into the dining room. Captain
Blunt, show the way.' "

Thufl we meet the heroine. Ah
for Mr. Conrad's heroes.well, to
go back to the writer in "The New
Statesman":

"Mr. Conrad's heroes are nt once
fortifying and discouraging: they
fight, but they fight with their back-
to the wall. They have not .the right
to despair, however; for if they enn-
not win, they may not be defeated!
Their endeavor, of course, is not tc
advance and to conquer.that won h
appear to Mr. Conrad the most ex
treme romanticism.but to malntair
ono or two things without, which the*
would perish. And these are a fpu
truisms. Man voyages over the de
vourlng waste of existences on nothim
more stable than a few concepts,
few platitudes.
"This conception, so simplo In ap

pearance, is, In fact, extremely subtle
Only a profound mind could have giv
en such fundamental meaning to pint i
tude. It is the conception of a skeptiwho is sure of one or two things
who accepts the minimum, who nf
»opts platitude, indisputable platitude
because he is sure of nothing els«
He has found two or threw planks t

pul between him and the incom¬
mensurable, and that BUfiices him.
"And thus while he denies him¬

self hope, as austerely ho <!*.**iio.s him-
self despair, His hopelessness is not
like Mr. Hardy's, o hopelessness with¬
out bound; it is a sane hopelessness,
a hopelessness full of courage. And
h:.< very skepticism must be the source
of infinite intellectual enjoyment to
him how many interesting questions
it must raise' Yes, skepticism iikc
Mr. Conrad's makes une interested in
life; it is, perhaps, the source of his
own ínteres! in it."

Never ¡lurried
Robert Lynd, the British critic,

gives an immenseiy vivid picture oj
Joseph Conrad in the current issue
of "Mainly About Books."

"Mr, Conrad," saya he, "has never
been in a hurry, even in telling a

story. He luis waited on fa'.e rather
than run to meet it. 'I was never,'
be declares, 'one of those wonderful
fellows that would go afloat in a
washtub for the sake of the fun.'
On the other hand, he seems always
to have followed Vn his own deter¬
mined fashion certain sudden intui¬
tions, much its great generals and
saints do. Alexander or Napoleon
could not have seized the future with
a mor" splendid defiance of reason
than did Mr, Conrad when, though
he did not yet know six words of
English, he came to the resolve, 'Ii
a seaman, then an English seaman.

"He. has always been obedient tc
a star, fie like:; to picture himself
as a lazy creature, but he is roall*,
one of the most dogged day laborers
who have ever served literature. In
'Typhoon' and 'Youth' he has writ
ten of the triumph of the spirit ol
mnn over tempest and fire. We mu¬
seo in these stories not only th«

Facsimile of the first page of
"Chance," in manuscript
&-.
record of Mr. Conrad's twenty years
¿oil as a seaman, but the image of
his desperate doggedness as an
author.
" 'Line by line,' he writer, "rather

than page by page, was the growth
of "Almayer's Fol y." ' He has
earned his fame in he sweat of his
brow. He speaks of the terrible
bodily fatigue that is the lot of the
imaginative writer even more than
of the manual laborer. "1 have,' he
adds, 'carried bags of wheat on my
back, bent almost double under a

ship's deck-beams, from 0 in the
morning till 6 in the evening (with
an hour and a half off for meals),
so I ought to know.' He declares,
indeed, that the strain of creative
effort necessary in imaginative writ¬
ing is 'something for which a tnaté-
rial parallel can only be found in
the everlasting sombre stress of the
westward winter passage round Cape
Horn.' This is to make the profes¬
sion of literature a branch of the
heroic life. And that, for all his
smiling disparagement of himself a?
a Sybarite, is what Mr. Conrad has
done."

"When We Dead
Awaken"

THE last of Ibsen's plays.
"When We Dead Awaken,"
has just been played for the
first time in America. It

was given a few week-end perform-
anees by Leigh Lovell and Octavia
Kenmore at the Neighborhood Play¬
house.

This piece was written only a
year before the great Norwegian
poet died. Ibsen is said to have been
fully conscious of the fact that he
had only a tiny span left and to have
hastened, lest he be unable to finish
'When We Dead Awaken,"
A grim piece of writing, it pic¬

tures, with the usual Ibsen passion
for symbolism and mystic expres¬
sion, the awakening of souls which
have, as they put it, failed to grasp
the true rignifieance of life. Pro¬
fessor Arnold Rubek, a sculptor
meets the woman who inspired his
masterpiece. His wife, Maia, meets
a bear hunter. The drift of tht
theme is sufficiently shown in thç
closing scene, here reprinted:
(Professor Rubek and Irene appeal

over the edge of the precipice at th<
back. He has his plaid over his shoul
ders and she has a fur cloak throwj
loosely over her white dress and i
swansdown hood over her head.)

PROFESSOR RUBEK
(Still only half visible above th

edge.)
What, Maia! So we two meet again

MAIA
(With assumed coolness)
At your service. Won't you come up(Professor Rubek climbs right u

and holds out his hand to Irene wh
also comes right to the top.)

(Professor Rubek coldly to Maia.
So you, too, have been all night o

the mountain, as we have?
MAIA

I have been hunting1.yes. You ga*i
me permission, you know.

ULFHEIM
(Pointinç downward) Have you con

up that path there?
PROFESSOR RUBEK

As you saw.

ULFHEIM
And the strange lady, too?

PROFESSOR RUBEK
Yes, of course (with a glance

Maia). Henceforth tiie strange la«
and I do not intend our ways to pa:

ULFHEIM
Don't you know, then, that it is

deadly, dangerous way you have com
PROFESSOR RUBEK

We thought we \yould try it, nev«
theless. For it did not si* tu», partie
larly hard at first.

ULFHEIM
No, a' first, nothing seems hard. E

presently you may come to a ha
place where you can neither get fi
ward nor back. And then you st;
fast. Professor! Mountain-fast, as
hunters call iU

PROFESSOR RUBEK
(Smiles and looks at him) Am I

take these as oracular utterances, J
U.fhelm?

ULFHEIM
Lord preserve me from playing

oracle! (Urgently pointing up towi
the heights! But don't you see t
the storm is upon us? Don't you hi
the bhlasts of wind?

PROFESSOR RUBEK
(Listening) They sound like

prelude to the Resurrection Day.
ULFHEIM

They are storm blasts from
peaks, man! Just look how the clo'

!are rolling and sinking.soon tbey'ijbe all around us like a winding she*:!
IRENE

(With s start and a shiver) 1 knewthat sheet!
MAIA

(Drawing Ulfheim away) Ln Ufmake haste and get down.
ULFHEIM

(To Professor Rubek) I cannot help
more than one. Take refuge in th«hut in the meantime.while the storm
lasts. Then I shall send people up tofetch the two of you away.

IRENE
(In terror) To fetch ns away! No,no!

ULFHEIM
(Harshly) To take you by force If

necessary.for it's a matter of life ano
death here. Now, you know it (ToMaia) Come, then.and don't fear to
trust yourself in your comrade's hand»,.

MAIA

(Clinging to him) Oh, how I sha!»
rejoice and sing if I get down with a
whole Bkin!

ULFHEIM

(Begins the descent and ealls to the,
others). You'll wait, then, in the hut
till the men come with ropes and fete!»
you away.

(Ulfheim, with Maia in his arm».
clambers rapidly but warily down ta»
precipice).

IRENE
('Looks for some time at Professor

Rubek with terror-stricken eyes). Die
you hear that, Arnold?1.men are com¬
ing up to fetch me away! Many no
will come here-

PROFESSOR RUBEK
Do not be alarmed, Irene!

IRENE
(In .rrrowing terror.) And she, th*

woman in black.she will come, too.
For she must have missed me long ago.And then she will seize me, Arnoid*
And put me in tho strait waistcoat
Oh, she has it with her in her box. }
have seen it with my own eves - .

PROFESSOR RUBEK
Not a soul shall be suffered to tonca

you.
IRENE

(With a mild smile.) Oh, no.i
myself, have a resource against this.

PROFESSOR RUBEK
What resource do you mean?

IRENE
(Drawing out the knife.) This!

PROFESSOR RUBEK
(Tries to seize it.) Have you a knifeI

IRENE
Always, always.both day and night

.in bed as well!
PROFESSOR RUBEK

Give me that knife, Irem-'
IRENE

(Concealing it.) You sha!! nrt hat*»
it. I may very likely find a use for h
myself.

PROFESSOR RUBEK
What, use can you have for it herst

IRENE
(Looks tixedly at him.) It was Iß-

tended for you, Arnold.
PROFESSOR RUBEK

For me!
IRENE

As we were sitting by the Lak» .**
Taunitz last evening-

PROFESSOR RUBEK
By the Lake of-

Continued on page fa'«

Tin

prclem


